150                            TIMERUNSOUT
the two-lane Reichautobahn stretches across our route-
Troops moving east on it are just below. Into rolling hills
around Ansbach, over the scattered airfields of the Goering's
Central Bomber Command. Baden-Baden in the distance,
the edge of the Black Forest. Kurt Brenner would be sur-
prised if he knew I was in Germany again. But I wasn't
allowed to make a long-distance call in Germany. Or send
a telegram either, for that matter. Stuttgart soon, exactly
eleven o'clock, then off in a few minutes above the rolling
hills on the banks of the Rhine.
We are flying directly down the Maginot Line. Forti-
fications everywhere. Weeded and abandoned. Pillboxes
that look ironically small, torn bastions like the fort at Beau-
fort that seem as ineffectual as the painted cannon on a
theatre backdrop. Could it be that here was ever man's
defence against the Nazis' pagan march ? No, it was never
here.
We are low in the hills. The plane points much higher,
the sun breaks full in the clearing sky. There, on the left,
are the matchless Alps of Switzerland, the whole country
standing snow-covered and clear in the tremendous beauty
of one of the loveliest sights in the world. There isn't a
cloud in the sky. Not a fleck in the solid blue. It does not
seem possible that any force of mortal men could disturb
or threaten those who lived in the majesty of this land. Yet
no Swiss man or woman can make a plan. No girl can
marry with hope for her future. No mother knows when her
boy may die. And so it has been in Switzerland for many
years. Why ?
Nazi Germany. There is no other reason.
In January 1933 General Henri Guisan, soldier, demo-
crat, commander in chief of Switzerland's Army, made a
speech. He made it on January 30, the very day Hitler came
into power. Guisan knew the Germans. It was a speech of
"^blood and sweat and tears," and the Swiss people believed
him. Ironically enough, living and working m the frail
shadow of the League of Nations Palace, General Guisan
was unquestionably the first leader in all Europe to see
what Hitler meant; to see that power alone would count
in a world that was drifting in frock coats and striped
trousers towards the whirlpool of power politics.